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CHAPTER XXXI.-Contin- u.,

For in instant bis eyes rested on En-"- e
with a stupefied surprise and almost

oewflderment; then he raised his arms
over his head, and his two hands struck
together with a 6harp sound. At this
terrible moment Cora seized the arm of
Eugene, and threw him a look so pro-
found, supplicating and tragic that it
alarmed hi m.

He roughly pushed her from him,
crossed his arms, aod waited the result.

The Senator walked slowly toward him.
All at once his face became inflamed with
a purple color, his lips half opened as if
about to deliver some deadlr insult.

He advanced rapidly, his hands raised;
but after a few steps the old man sud-
denly stopped, beat the air with both
hands, as if Peeking some support, then
staggered and fell forward, striking his
head against the marble mantelpiece,
rolled on the Carpet and remained motion-
less.

Then there ensued in this chamber a
sinister silence.

A stifled cry from Eugene broke it. At
the same time he threw himself on his
knees by the side of the motionless old
man, touched first his hand, then his
h6nrt.

He saw that he was dead.
A thin thread of blood trickled down

his pale forehead where it had struck the
marble; but this wus only a slight
wound. It was not that which killed him.
What nad killed him was the treachery
of thoso two beings whom he had loved,
and who, he believed, loved him. His
heart had been broken by the violence of
the surprise, the grief and the horror.

One look of Eugene told Cora Elliston
she was a widow.

She threw herself on the divan, buried
her face in the cushions and sobbed aload.

Eugene st 11 stood, his back against the
mantelpiece, his eyes fixed, wrapped in his
own thoughts.

He wished in all sincerity of heart that
he could have awakened the dead and
restored him to life.

He had sworn to deliver himself up to
him without defense if ever the old man
demanded it of him for forgotten favors,
betrayed friendship and violated honor.
Now he had killed him. If he had not
slain him w.th his own hands, the crime
was still there in its most hideous form.
He saw it before him, he smelt its odor,
he breathed its blood.

An uneasy glance of Cora recalled him
to himself, and he approached her. They
then conversed together in whispers, and
he hasily explained to her the line of con-
duct she should adopt.

She must summon the servants, say
the Senator was taken suddenly ill, and.
that on entering her room he had been
seized by an apoplectic 6trofce.

It was with some effort she understood
she was to wait long enough before giv-
ing the al irm to give Eugene sufficient
finie to escape, and until then she was to
remain in this frightful tete-a-te- te alone
with the dead.

He pitied her, and decided on leaving
the house by passing through his uncle's
rooms.

Cora immediately rang violently, and
Eugene d d not retire till he heard the
sound of hastening feet on the stairs,

The apartment of the Senator com-
municated with tb.it of his wife by a
short passage. There was a suite of
apartments first a study, then a sleeping--

room. Eugene traversed this room
with feelings we shall not attempt to de-
scribe, and at last gaine 1 the street.

The surgeon testified that Senator
Sherwood Elliston had died from the
rupture of a vessel in the heart.

Two days after the interment in Green-
wood took place, at which Eugene Cleve-
land attended.

The same evening he left New York to
join his wife, who had gone to Roxbury
the preceding week.

CHAPTER XXXII.
IBEMBUNG IN THE BALANCE JEALOUSY.

One of the sweetest sensations in the
world is that of a man who has just es-
caped the fantastic terrors of nightmare,
and who, awaking, his forehead bathed
with icy sweat, says to himself: "It was
but a dream!"

This was, in some degree, the impres-
sion which Eugene felt on awaking the
morning after he arrived at Roxbury,
when his first glance fell on the sunlight
streaming over the foliage, and when he
heard beneath his window the joyous
lanh of his little child.

He, however, was not dreaming; but
hla soul, crushed by the horrible ten-
sion of recent emotions, had a mo-
ment's respite, and drank in, almost
without alloy, the new calm that sur-
rounded him.

He ha-til- y dressed himself and, de-
scending to the garden, raised his son in
his Arms.

He embraced him with unusual tender-
ness, and bending over him spoke to him
in a low voice, and asked after his mother,
about his plays, with a singularly soft and
sad manner. Then he put him down, and
walked away with a slow step, breathing
the fresh morning air, examining the
leaves and the flowers with extraordinary
Intel est.

From time to time a deep, sad sigh
broke from his oppressed bosom; he
passed his hand over his brow as if to
efface the importunate images. He sat
down among the luxuriant verdure,
cal'ed to the nurse to bring his son
agan to him, held him on his knee, in-
terrogating him again, in a low tone, as
he had already done, then drew him
toward him, anil clasped him tightly for
a long time, as though to draw into his
own soul the innocence and peace of the
child's heart.

Flora surprised him in this gush of
feeling, and remained mute with aston-
ishment. He rose immediately and took
her hand.

"What splendid care you take of himl"
he said. "I thank you for it. He will be
worthy of you and your mother."

She wos so surprised at the 6oft and
ad tone of his voice that she replied,

stammering with embarrassment:
"And worthy of you also, I hope."
"Of me?" 6aid Eugene, whose lips were

slightly tremulous. "Poor child, I hope
not!" and rapidly withdrew. .

Flora and her mother had learned, the
previous morning of the death of the Sen-
ator The evening of Eugene's arrival
they did not speak to him on the subject,
and were cautious not to make any al-
lusion to it. The next day and the suc-
ceeding ones, they practiced the same
reserve, though very fax from suspecting
the fatal circumstances which rendered

this souvenir so painful to Eugene. They
thought it only natural he should be
pained at so sudden a catastrophe, and
that his conscience should be disturbed;
but they were astonished when this im-
pression prolonged itself from day to
day, until it took the appearance of a
lasting sentiment.
' They began to believe that there had
arisen between Cora and himself, proba-
bly occasioned by the Senator's death,
some quarrel which had weakened the tie
between them.

A trip to New York, which he mado
some two weeks after his arrival, was to
them a confirmation of the truth they be-
fore suspected, but his prompt return,
his new tastes, which kept him at Eox-
bury for some time, seemed to them
favorable impressions.

He was singularly sad and pensive. He
took long walks alone. Sometimes he
carried his little son with him, as though
by chance. He sometimes attempted a
little timid tenderness with his wife; and
this awkwardness on his part was quite
touching.

"Flo," he said to her one day, "you are
a fairy; wave your wand over this place
and make of it an island in ,"

"You say that because you know how to
swim," she rejoined, laughing and shak-
ing her head; but the hea-.- t of the young
woman was joyful.

"You embrace me now every moment,
my dear child," sai l her mother to her.
"Is this really all intended for me?"

"My beloved mother" while embracing
her aqain "I assure you he is really
courting me asain. Why, I am ignorant;
but he is courting me and you also, my
mother. Notica it."

Mrs. Leland did notice it. In his con-
versation with her, Eugene 6eemed to
wish to link all that was good in the past
with his new life: to forget the rest, and
pray of them to forget it also.

It was not without fear that these two
charming women abandoned themselves
to their hopes. They remembered that
they were in the presence of an uncertain
person; they little trusted a change so
sudden, the reason of which they could
not comprehend. They feared it was
some passing caprice, which would re-

turn to them, if they were its dupe, all
their misfortunes, without the dignity
which had hitherto attended them.

They were not the only ones struck by
this transformation. Mr. Norton and all
his friends noticed it. Even the inani-
mate things the woods, the trees, the
heavens should have borne the same
testimony, for he looked at and studied
them with a benevolent curiosity with
which he had never before honored them.

In truth, a profound trouble had in-
vaded him and. would not leave him.
More than once, before this epoch, his
soul, his philosophy, his pride, had re-
ceived a rude shock, but he had no less
fursued his path, rising after every blow,

wounded, bet uuconquered.
In tr iropLng under his feet all moral

belief which binds the vulgar, he had re-
served honor like an inviolable limit.
Then, under the empire of his passion,
he said to himself that, after all, honor,
like all the rest, was conventional. Then
he encountered crime he touched it
with his hand horror seized him, and he
recoiled.

He repulsed with disgust the principle
which had conducted him there asked
himself what would become of human
society if it had no other.

The simple truths which he had misun-
derstood now appeared to him in their
tranquil splendor. He did not yet dis-
tinguish them clearly: he did not try to
give them a name, but he plunged with
secret delight into their shadows and
their peace. He asked for them in the
pure heart of his child, in the pure love
of his young wife, in the daily miracles
of nature, in the harmonies of the heav-
ens, and probably already in the depths
of his thoughts of God.

In the midst of this approach toward a
new lite he hesitated.

Cora Elliston was there.
He loved her vet vaguely. Above all.

he could not abandon her .without a kind
of baseness.

Terrible struggles agitated him.
After having done so much evil, would

it be permitted him to do good and grace
fully partake of the joys he foresaw?

These ties with the past, his fortune
acquired through his uncle, his fatal mis
tress the specter of that old man would
they permit it7

And we may add, "would Providence
suffer it? Not that we would wish lightly
to use, as is often done, this word Provi
dence, and to suspend over Eugene Cleve
land this menace or supernatural chas-
tisement.

Providence does not intervene in hu
man events except through the logic of
her eternal laws, bhe has only the sanc
tion of these laws, and it is for this re a
son she is feared.

At the end of the month Eugene re
turned to New xork and to his counting
room.

Business over for the day, before re-
turning home, he paid a visit to Cora.

He had neglected her a little of late; in
fact, had only visited her at long inter
vals, as politeness compelled him.

Cora wished to keep him for dinner, as
she had no guests with her. She pressed
him so warmly that, blaming himself all
the time, he consented, lie never saw
her without pain.

She always brought back to him those
terrible memories, but also that terrible
intoxication.

She was never more beautiful. Her
deep mourning embellished yet more her
languishing and regal grace; it made her
pale complexion yet more fair, and it
brightened the brilliancy of her look.

She had the air of a tragic queen, or of
an allegory of night.

In the evening an hour arrived when
the reserve, which for some time had
marked their relations, was forgotten.
Eugene found himself as in olden times,
at the foot of Cora his eyes in hers, and
covering with kisses her lovely hands.

She was strange that evening.
She looked at him with a wild tender

ness, instilling, at pleasure, into his veins
ine poison or ourning passion; men es-
caping him, the tears gathered in her
eyes.

All at once, by one of those magical
movements of hers, she enveloped with
her hands the head of her lover, and spoke
to him quite low beneath the shadow of
this perfumed veil.

"We might be so happv," she said.
"Are we not so?" asked Eugene.
"No! I, at least, am not, for you are

not all mine, as I am all yours. This ap-
pears harder now that I am free. If you
had remained free when I think of itl
or, if you could become 60, it would be
heaven!

"You know' that I am not so! Why
speak of it?"

She drew nearer to him, and with her
breath more than her voice, answered:

"Is it possible! Tell me."
"How?" he demanded.
She did not reply, but her fixed look,

caressing and cruel, answered him.
"Speak, then, I beg of you!" murmured

Eugene.
"Have you not told me I have not for

gotten it that we are united by ties
stronger than all others; that the world
and its laws exist no longer for ns; that
there is no other good, no other bad fox
us, but our happiness or our unhappinessr

Well, we are not happy, and if we couM
be so listen, I have thought well over it!"

Her lips touched the cheek of her lover,
and the murmur of her last words was
lost in her kisses.

Eugene roughly repulsed her, sprang
up, and stood before her.

"Cora, "he said, sternly, "this is a trick,
I hope; but trial or no, never repeat it,
never! .Remember'"

She also quickly drew up her figure.
"Ah! how you love her!" she cried.

"Yes, you love her; it is she you love
I know it, I feel it, and I I am only the
wretched object of your pity or of your
caprice. Even Mildred Lester is no
longer remembered. Very well; go back
to her go and protect her, for I swear to
you she is in peril!

He smiled with his haughty irony.
"Let ns see your plot," he said! "So

you intend to kill her?"
If x can! she said; and her superb

arm was stretched out as though to seize
a weapon.

"What! with your hand?"
"The hand shall be found.
"You are so beautiful at this moment,"

said Eugene, "I am dying with the de-
sire to fall at your feet. Acknowledge
only that you wished to try me, or that
yon were mad for a moment."

bbe gave a savage smile.
"Oh! youlear do you?" she said, coldly;

then raising again her voice, which as-
sumed a malignant tone, "you are right;
I am not mad; I did not wish to try you;
X am jealous X am betrayed, and X shall
revenge myself, no matter what it costs
me, for I care for nothing more in this
world! Go, and guard her!"

Se it 6o; I go, said Eugene, with
flashing eyes. He immediately left the
room and the house; he reached the
Grand Central Depot on foot, end that
night reached Roxburv.

Something terrible there awaited- him.
CHAPTEU XXXIII.

DESPAIB.

Oscar Slyme had been making the
most of his time, though thus far mat
ters had not turned out as he had expect
ed or desired.

Baffled in bringing about Eugene's ruin
through the Senator, he determined to
separate him from Flora, whom, notwith-
standing what had happened, he still
loved as much as he hated Cora LlliBton.

He dare not go to her himself, but
while in the service of the Senator and
Warren Leland he had become acquaint-
ed with a connection of the Leland lami-l-y,

a sour-mind- old maid, who affected
religion and all the virtues, and professed
to despise wealth and the pleasures of
this world, and who, as a matter of
course, hated her younger, prettier, and
more fortunate relative, Flo, and all her
family with an intense aud perfect hatred.

Oscar Slyme knew and understood this
woman thoroughly, and determined to
make her his tool.

He went to her, told his 6tory a fear-
ful story it was and when he saw she
was almost bursting with the information
she had received, suggested that she
should go to Eoxbury and pay the Le-
land a a visit, especially, as he happened
to know, Eugene Cleveland was out of
the way.

She jumped at the idea, and the very
next eastern-boun- d train had her on board
as a passenger.

It is almost needless to say that Mrs.
Leland and Flora were greatly astonished
when informed that their connection,
Miss Phebe Craven, had arrived to pay
them a visit. They could not understand
it. Their intercourse with her had al-

ways been very constrained. Neither
their character nor their religion coin-
cided with hers.

After a moment's reflection Mrs. Leland
said:

"Of course we must receive her and
treat her well. You go down, Flo, and
entertain Ver for a while. I will come
later and'relieve you."

"Very well, mamma," and with a re-
signed sigh Flo descended to the reception-

-room.

At sight of her Miss Phebe started to
hereet. and rushing forward, threw her
arms about her neck and kissed her. Flo,
however, did not return this greeting qu.te
so cordially. .

In truth, she had no great aversion for
her maiden relative; she simply contented
herself with not liking her; but Phebe
Craven hated Flo intensely, and now she
had found a good occasion to prove it to
her, and she would not lose it. What
wonder, then, she began with a kis?

The death of the Senator had destroyed
all Slyme's high hopes of the fortune
which he believed he would receive for
opening the eyes of the deluded old man;
and in his rage and dis ppointment he
had ben very bitter against Eugene.
Phebe learned through him that Eugene
had been in the chamber of Mrs. Ellis-
ton the night of the Senator's death. On
this foundation of truth she did not fear
to frame the most odious suspicions; and
Slyme, baffled in his vengeance, and like
her in his envy, had aided her.

On Flora's invitation, she again took
her seat, but forced her young relative
into a chair by her siJe, and still held
her hand.

Soon she affected to make the Sena-
tor's death the theme of conversation
shed a few tears over her old acquain-
tance, and kissed Flo's imprisoned hand
with a burst of tenderness.

"My poor little thing!" 6he said to her;
"it is for you also I weep, for you will
be yet more unhappy than heretofore, if
that can be possible.

"I do not understand you, Phebe," an-

swered Flora, coldly.
"If you do not understand me so much

the better," replied MiB3 Phebe, with a
shade of bitterness. Then, after a mo-

ment's pause: "Listen my dear little
thing! this is a duty of conscience which
I comply with. You see, an honest crea-
ture like you merits a better fate; and
your mother, too, who is also a dupe.
This man would deceive the Almighty
himself. In the name of humanity, I
feel bound to ask pardon for both of
them."

"I repeat, Phebe, that I do not under-
stand you."

"But it is impossible, Flo! Come, it is
impossible that all this time you have
suspected nothing."

"I suspect nothing, Phebe Craven,"
Flora, "because I know all."

"Ah! continued Phebe, drylv, "if this
be so. I have nothing to say. But there
are persons, in that case, who can accom-
modate their conscience to very strange
things."

"That is what I thought a moment
since. Miss Craven," said Flora, rising
abruptly.

"As you wish, my dear; but I speak in
your own interest; and I shall reproach
myself for not having spoken to you more
clearly. I know your husband better
than you will ever know him; and the
other also. Notwithstanding you say so,
you do not know all, let me tell you.
Senator Elliston died very suddenly, and
after it is your turn! Be very careful,
my poor child!"

"Oh, Phebe Craven!" cried poor Flora,
becoming ghastly pale, "I will never see
you again while I live!"

She left the room on the instant, ran
up-stai- and found her mother.

She repeated to her the terrible words
she had just heard, and her mother tried
to calm her; but she herself was dis-
turbed.

She went down to Miss Phebe. and

supplicated her to have pit on them
and to retract the abominable innuendo
she had thrown out, or to explain it
more fully. She made her understand
that she would inform Mr. Cleveland of
the affair in case of need, and that he
would make it unpleasant for her.

Terrified in her turn. Miss Phebe judged
the best method was to destroy Eugene
Cleveland in the estimation of Mrs. Le-
land.

She related all that had been told her
by Slyme. She informed her of the
presence of Eugene at the Senator's
house the night of his death. She
hinted at certain reports that were circu-
lated, and mingling calumny with truth,
redoubling at the same time her affection,
her caresses and her tears, she succeeded
in giving Mrs. Leland such an estimate
of Eugene's character that there were
no suspicions or apprehensions which
the poor woman from that moment did
not consider legitimate as connected with
him.

Miss Craven finally offered to send
Slyme to her, that 6he might herself in-
terrogate him. Mrs. Leland, affecting
an incredulity and a tranquillity that she
did not feel, refused, and shortly after the
mischief-makin- g old mud returned to the
city.

On rejoining her daughter, Mrs. Le-
land exerted herself to deceive her as to
the impressions she had received, but she
did not succeed; for her anxious face be-
lied her reassuring words.

Accustomed so long to think, feel, and
suffer toge her, these two women now
met, so to speak, in the same reflections,
the same reasonings, and in the same
terrors. They went over in their memo-
ries all the incidents of Cleveland's life

all his faults; and under the shadow of
the monstrous action imputed to him, his
faults took a criminal ch .racter which
they were surprised they had nob seen
before.

They discovered a series and a sequence
in his designs, all of which were imputed
to him as crimes even his good actions.
Thus his conduct of late, his strange
ways, his fancy for his child and for his
wife, his assiduous tenderness toward
her, was nothing more than the hypo-
critical meditation of a new crime a
mask which he was preparing in advance.

What was to be done? What kind of a
life was it possible to live in common
under the weight of such thoughts? What
present whht future?

These thoughts bewildered them.
Next day Eugene could not fail remark-

ing the singular change in their counten-
ances iu his presence; but he thought
they had suspected he had been to- - call
on Cora, and so were offended.

He smiled at this, for as a result of his
reflections during the night he had deter-
mined to break off forever his intrigue
with Cora Elliston.

For this rupture, which he had made it
a point of honor not to provoke, Cora had
herself furnished him a sufficient pre-
text. The criminal thought she had con-
fided to him was, he knew, only a feint to
test him, but it was enough to justify his
abandonment of her. As to the violent
and menacing words she had used, he
held them of little value, though at times
the remembrance of them troubled him.
Nevertheless, for a long time he had net
felt his heart so light.

This wicked tie broken, it seemed as
though he had resumed, with his liberty,
his youth and virtue.

He walked and played a part of the day
with his child. Just as night fell, clear
and pure, he proposed to Flora an ex-

cursion in the woods. He spoke to her
of a view which had struck him shortly
before on such a night, and which would
please, he said, her romantic taste.

He would not permit himself to be
surprised at the disinclination she mani-
fested, the disquietude which her face
indicated, or at the rapid glance she ex-
changed with her mother.

The same thought, and that a most
fearful one, entered the minds of both
these unfortunate women at the same
moment of time.

They were still under the impression
of the shock which had so weakened
their nerves, and Eugene's sudden prop-
osition, so contrary to his usual habits,
the hour the night and the solitary
walk had suddenly awakened in their
brains the sinister images which Phebe
Craven had laid there.

Flora, however, with an air of resolu-
tion the circumstances did not seem en-
titled to demand, prepared immediately
to go out, then followed her husband
from the house, leaving ' her child in
charge of her mother.

They had only to cross the garden to
find themselves on the edge of the woods
which almost touched the dwelling, and
which stretched to some distance beyond.

Eugene's intention in seeking this in-
terview was to confide to his wife the de-
cisive determination he had taken of
delivering up to her, absolutely and
without reserve, his heart and life, and
to enjoy with her his first taste of true
happiness.

Surprised at the cool distraction with
which Flo replied to the affectionate
gnyetyof his language, he redoubled his
efforts to bring their conversation to a
tone of more intimacy aud confidence.

While stopping at intervals to point out
to her some effects of light and shadow in
their walk, he asked what visitor she h id
seen yesterday. She named two or three;
then lowering her voice against her will
mentioned Phebe Craven.

"That one," said Eugene, "you had bet-
ter not have seen. I no longer recognize
her."

"Why?" asked she, timidly.
"Because she is a bad woman. When

we are a little more intimate with each
other, you and I, I shall edify you on her
character. I shall tell you all all, un-
derstand."

There was so much of goodness in the
accent with which he pronounced these
words that Flo felt her heart half com-
forted.

The phantom disappeared, little by lit-
tle, from her mind, and she commenced
to say to herself that she had been the
sport of a bad dream and of a true mad-
ness, when a singular change in her hus-
band's face renewed all her terrors.

Eugene, in his turn, had become ab-
sent and visibly preoccupied with some
grave care. He spoke with an effort;
made half replies, - meditated, then
stopped quickly to look around him, like
a frightened child.

There was an extraordinary similarity
in the thoughts which occupied them
both. At the moment when flora was
trembling for fear near her husband, he
was trembling for her.

He thought they were being followed;
he thought he heard in the thicket the
cracking of branches, rattling of the
leaves, and finally the sound of stealthy
steps.

These noises always ceased on his stop-
ping, and then commenced again the
moment he resumed hs walk. He
thought, a moment later, he saw the
shadow of a man pass rapidly among the
underbrush behind them.

Finally he had no doubt that they were
dogged but by whom?

The repeated menaces of Cora Elliston
against Flora's life the passionate and
unbridled character of this woman, soon
presented itself to his mind, and suggest-
ed this mysterious pursuit, and awakened
these frightful suspicions.

to bi continued. 1

FASHIONS OF THE DAY,

WRAPS FOR THE FRESH OCTO-
BER DAYS.

5tyl in Cloaks, Stan ties, Cos to me. Hats,
Bonnets, Cloves, Etc. --The Marie An-
toinette Fichu Ktniatnj tbe Favorite

, Ckarxnlng: Combinations of Cloth and
Silk.

New York, September, 1890.
EPTEMBER may be
properly termed the
"transition month,"
so far as fashions
are concerned. Tbe
warm days and cool
evenings give rise to
a sort of Irrepressi-
ble conflict. As was
to bo expected,- - m
the-en- it 13 the thin;
and vapory tissues
which' are worsted
(no pun Intended);
and the demi-saiso- n

fabrics which carry
the day. In fash-
ions, as In polemics,,
politics, ethics and
economics, each sea
son has its particular
fad, which: it pets
ana coddles ull we
get provoked at the
strong centrifugal'
tendency of the hu-
man mind. For in-
stance, spring seems
to encourage church

people to meet in. religious convocation,
while-summe- r has an excitant effect on
social scientists. Autumn gives rise to
increased activity in the minds of politi-
cal reformers, and winter,, with its beer,
has a disturbing influence on the minds
of socialists, nihilists, communists,, and
anarchists. In the world of fashion the
soul of the dying year turns to the- con-
templation of jackets and wraps. Ma-
ture never neglects her own, and woman
Is nature's favorite. Man has become
too much of a mental machine to Inter-
est nature any more. You can tell; ex-
actly how a man is going to act, given,
of course, the surrounding- circum-
stances. Not so with dear woman; she
Still remains the same grown-u- p child,
crying for an emerald velvet dress with
a waist opening on a cascade of old lace
when her husband hasn't two thousand
a year!'

In the autumn nature gives the ani-
mals a thicker fleece, and she turns
woman's thoughts to some sort of cover-
ing for her shoulders. Hence, in the
almanac of fashion read: "About this
time look for a fine display of jackets
and wraps in assorted colors to suit the
costume."" And, speaking of modish
coverings for the shoulders, I should say
a word about the stylish mantelet which
promises to ba such a favorite. It is a
combination garment consisting usually
of cloth and silk, although plush "will
also be used in a color harmonizing with,
the dress. The mantelet is made up of a
cloth cape, tucked at the edge, coming to
a point at the waist and furnished with
a Medicls collar. Avery large capuchoni
consisting of two rows of pongee silk,
commencing at a point on the back edge-o-

the cape, are carried over the shoul-
ders and down the front, the top flounce
cascading nearly to the knees. The
capuchon has a plastron and
pointed yoke, both of which should be
properly embroidered. Increased ele-
gance Is obtained by making, the pointed

yoke and plastron of merveilleux and
embroidering it with gold or open gimp
work. Dark cloth If used, should be re-
lieved by a lighter color In the silk and
gayer tones in the embroidery. All In
all, this mantelet is a very attractive
little wrap, full of chic, and just the
thing for the fresh October days when
the avenue again takes on its long-misse- d

glory and the stranger mistakes our
throngs of church goers fos the returning
guests of some gay fete.

Plisse effects still remain very modish.
The lady of the initial wears an ex-
tremely stylish white woolen jacket with
revers and cuffs in olive-gree- n satin, em-
broidered with white roses and green
leaves. The skirt is mad of a striped
faille to match the jacket. In this cos-
tume there Is a fine loose plisse effect
gained by having a vest of black pongee
which is generously displayed by the
open hang of the charming jacket.

Plisse fichus of gauze, kept in place by
bands of velvet and plisse bibs, serve ad-
mirably to set off a somber dress. The
Marie Antoinette fichu will remain a fa
vorite, the material being a mousseline
de sole, edged with a plisse of the same.

The secoiAl illustration sets forth an-
other plisse effect. In this case the cos-
tume consists of mauve peau de soie,
with an underskirt and shoulder orna-
ment in white plisse silk tulle, producing
a delightfully artistic combination. The
sunshade conforms by being in mauve
silk covered by white plisse silk gauze.
The hat worn with this lovely dress Is a
pale-gra- y felt with black velvet ribbons
and cherries and leaves. Such a costume
as this deserves to be called the swan's
note of the dying season, and it almost
makes us wish that cold winds would
never come to vex us. But then, cold
winds mean furs, and every woman looks
well in a costume.

There are to be some charming com-
binations of cloth and silk this half sea-
son. For Instance, a fawn-colore- d cloth
with large revers disclosing a red pongee
front; a parchment cloth made with a
jacket waist disclosing plastron in olive-gree-n;

pearl-gra- y opening on a black
lace front; electric-gra- y disclosing dove-gra- y,

etc. The revers of these jacket
waists must be long and turn wcl) back,
and usually have a velvet collar. As an
original novelty, some of the vests are of
soft leather, giving a nobby and sports-
manlike air to the wearer.

There is little change observable in
the confection of the skirt. It still re-

mains straight and plain, but gathered
In closely at the middle of the, back.

Some loose pen Jacket wafsts havri a
tendency to JE$p open too wide, and hence"
it Is customary to attach tbera invisibly
to the vest by a button bttieath the-lape-

In the third illustration the" lady on
the left wears a cloth costume, putty- -'
colored, lined with-Sthit-

e surah; the col-
lar, sleeves and side' panels are In dark:
chestnut and pale-graf- y striped sicilienne;.
hat to match and glves in pale-gra- y.

Her companion is dressed in a very rig-ina- l

combination of pssy velvet and'
white veiling, the sleeves being trimmed1
with pansy and white-strfp- ed faille, and
the waist having crossed braces In the-sam-

material.
The season for long cloaks will soon:

be at hand, especially for those who haver
the good fortune to be able- - to keep or'
command horses. I saw a lony cloak in-th-

park the other day which pleased mQ'
very much. It was in putty-colore-

cloth finished all around with a double
ruche composed of reddish-brow- n velvet
upon putty-colore- d silk. This cloak was
lined with blue Pekin silk with broad
stripes of reddish-brow- n velvet. The
shapely head of the wearer was crowned-wit-

a putty-colore- d felt hat with broad
brim, turned up picturesquely at the-back- .

It was trimmed with a velvet
bow to match and a branch of chestnut
showing the fruit in the half-opene- d bur. -

A long cloak is an absolute necessity
in a large city where so much depend-
ence must be put upon the street car to
reach a concert hall or attend an even-rin-

reception. It should bo of thlni-clot-

rather dark In color, and ample
enough to cover the dress completely.
Considerable taste may be displayed in
the cut and style of these cloaks. Deep
frills may be attached to the yoke and

plain embroidery will not be out of
place. The point is to disguise the fact
that you are in evening dress, hence, .

there should be no attempt at display,.

1

but this plainness does not forbid the
selection of some artistic metal fastening
in old silver. Speaking of these plain,
long cloaks reminds mo of an English-
man's remark upon attending a concert
at the Boston Music Hall, and observing
the transformation scene when the ladle!
laid off their long cloaks and appeared
In evening dress. Said he: "I enjoyed
it more than I did the famous ballet In
'Robert le Diablo. "

The last illustration depicts a hand-
some costume in white mohair, with
broad silk ribbons, striped gray and In-

digo, arranged as shown In the engrav-
ing. The plastron is in plain indigo peau
de soie, while the hat is a gray felt, ef-
fectually garnitured with white-sil- k rib-
bon coques and strings. Gray gloves
and an indigo and white parasol com-
plete this altogether lovely attire. The-littl-

miss is very becomingly and orig-
inally dressed in a combination of garnet
serge, bordered with white surah bands,
lined with black chenille, or black and
white striped fabric. A black and white-Ta-

OTShanter and black and white
stockings make up the piquant ensemble..

Until the return to town, all classio
jewelry, diamonds, pearls, etc., are abso-
lutely taboed. You must content your-
self with the fantastic, such as flowers
in gold, enameled in natural colors, tiny
frogs in emeralds with yellow eyes, white-mic-

with ruby eyes, guinea pigs, etc..
Each of these ornaments serves some
purpose, one concealing a supply of ,

and another a tiny mirror. Nor
must you fail to have a little ball watch,
about the size of a hickory nut fastened
to your neck, wrist or belt. Your cloak
should be closed with a very large agraffe
in old gold, with gems,
something quaint and valuable. Nor-mus- t

these enamels which I mentioned
above be worn like classic jewelry; they-

must be half hidden here and there,,
holding a fold, a bit of drapery, or a
brin of lace, so that every slight move-
ment of the body will be quite sure to
attract the gaze by the sparkle of some
gem half concealed under a bit of gauze
or tulle.

Predictions are rife at this transition!
season; one is that sleeves are be
worn much smaller, raised at the ououl- -;

ders, but not reaching the ear; in other
words, this "end of the century" rage-ha-

spent its force.
Another prediction is that sleeves of

different material are to disappear this:
winter, giving as they do an air of;
ushred3 and patches." It is rather late
to make this discovery, but that's al-
ways the way. Out of fashion means,
out of affection, whether it is a bit of!
stuff or. a matter of flesh and blood.
Daisy Dart, in Chicago Ledger.

Tis never night in love's dojeasia


